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we established our petrol dump and made our starts from that point.
On the twentieth we actually started at 4 ajn., local time. Roar-
ing down a frozen runway, the Polar Star lifted her gross weight
of 7,600 pounds in less than half a mile. It was a great thrill for
me to realise that at last, after three years of effort, we were off for
the frozen continent with a full load of fuel, good weather, and
every prospect of success.
But this feeling was not to last long. We had flown but an hour
and a half and were only a little south of the point reached by
Balchen and myself when Hollick-Kenyon informed me that the
fuel-flow gauge was in danger of bursting. Bumping over the
sastrugi at the start had broken the glass, and only a bulging
celluloid film was holding back the petrol. Should that give way,
it would flood the cockpit and force a landing. Accordingly, we
turned back, setting the plane down on Dundee Island at about
seven o'clock in the morning after three hours and ten minutes of
flying.
All the short trip had shown me was that the Weddell Sea was
open for two hundred miles at least.
Each thwarted attempt entailed work for the ground crew—haul-
ing petrol and oil up the long slope to the dump. Yet it was not
all work for the expedition. We had our amusements on Dundee
Island these days, though for theatre, movie, and radio hour we had
only an interesting rookery of Adelie penguins near-by and a lot of
big Weddell seals that were always sunning themselves on the bay
ice near the Wyatt Earp. These seals were the tamest wild animals
I have ever seen. Not only would they not move out of one's way,
but they enjoyed having their sides scratched with sticks, rolling
over on their backs like contented kittens.
The weather held good, indicating a start next morning,
November 21. This time, I felt in my bones, we would make it.
The others must have shared my confidence, for the sledge-haulers,
after finishing their work that day, built at the dump a cairn of
empty petrol-drums, weighting them with stones. This was to be
the monument to the great flight.
We kept adhering rigidly to our time schedule. At 4.10 ajn. I
was shaking hands with everybody, while Hollick-Kenyon started
the warmed engine. The day promised perfection. It was absolutely

